THE  SPANISH WAR
the spectacle so often seen of a long, loose-limbed young
fellow with a gaunt face and a long dark beard, striding
down the mountain-side with a sheep held by its four legs
over his shoulders.
There are many wolves m these mountains, and the
sheep-dogs are mainly concerned with keeping watch on
them. In severe winters wolves have been seen in packs
of twenty to thirty quite near such busy centres as the
city of Avila.
I often visited the Nationalist lines in the mountains
during these days and was always amazed at the stern
beauty of the scenery beneath those lovely skies, clear,
cold blue or storm-streaked with red and violet clouds.
The Sierra de Gredos during all these winter months,
and even into February and March of 1937, formed a
modest playground for us.   When there was a possibility
of twenty-four hours' rest, much needed after weeks of
hard work and perpetual travelling by car in the humid
and depressing climate of the Tagus valley, it was a relief
to climb by the town of Arenas de San Pedro, with its
stolid grey stone church and its ruined castle, up the
winding streets of Mombeltran to the Pico pass and from
there on the Barco de Avila road to the Parador de Gredos,
where warm, clean, comfortable rooms with hot baths
awaited us, and whence the view of Almanzor and other
giants of the Gredos range awaited one.  Amusing too,
early in the morning, after an English breakfast of eggs
and bacon and tea, to order a couple of hacks—long-
haired, weedy-looking animals, but very sure of f oot—and
ride for a couple of hours through the clear, cold winds
of the mountain.   It was strange also to find the extra-
ordinary difference of temperature when one trotted down
the Mil path from the wind-swept slopes with their
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